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Margretta Scott 



MRS. JOHN WRIGHT 



She no longer held him: 

In the long dragging evenings 

She knew that. 

The mirror shouted to her 

That she was no longer desirable — 

Her hair had lost its color, 

Her eyes were dull. 

She loathed his perfunctory kisses, 

His polite inquiries as to what she had been doing all day. 

She loathed him — 

Because she loved him. 

Then War came. 

He went towards it hungrily, 

Like a dog to red meat. 

Life woke up in him, rubbing its eyes. 

In a hot glow of emotion 

He remembered what she had been to him, 

And in his voice was a tenderness 

That kindled beauty within her. 

The night before he left she slept in his arms: 

And War had given more than it can take away. 

MRS. FINNIGAN 

She never got enough to drink — 

She was as thirsty as a sun-dried pond. 

[195] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Her old man gave the money to Mary. 
She wasn't afraid of a chit like Mary, 
But she was afraid of her old man. 

War came — 

And her old man had to go. 

She gave him a holy medal 

And God's blessings: 

She got his allotment 

And a Government allowance. 

The swinging doors of every saloon hailed to her; 

She slept with a black bottle under her pillow. 

"It's a foine war," she would say to Mary, 

"And the Govermint treats you splindid." 



DAVID 

He was a poet. 

And because beauty burned within him 

Beauty was around him. 

He walked through life on tip-toe, hugging dreams. 

In him was a gentle eagerness, 

And to him all women were good 

And all children beautiful. 

The sky was a minstrel ground 

And the moon and stars ancient players; 

Water sang to him, 

And flowers prayed to him. 

[196] 



